Of course Edith might marry too, but in her present position the husband who would fall to her share could only be a poor curate, or some fellow-clerk of her brothers, and he would rather she never knew the meaning of love than made such a marriage, and went through the old drudgery which had hastened her mother into her grave.
" Then you shall go," he said in his quiet, decided voice. "I dare say you would enjoy it; your life must be rather dull, I should think.
You will trust her with me, I suppose, Frances," turning to his sister. " Oh yes, she may go," was the rather ungracious reply ; " only I am afraid she will be in your way." " Well, I shan't tell her if she is," be rejoined, looking at the girl with a smile which seemed to change his whole face, and which Beatrice had seen more than once when he was talking to the children at the museum, although she noticed it always faded when his eye encountered hers.
Edith In half an hour they had reached the flower show, and as Edith saw the crowds of people, and heard the invigorating strains of the military band, her spirits began to rise, and she lost all recollection of her little shabby gown in her wish to enjoy herself.
( To be continued.)
